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They sayde, ' And why should this thing be ? What danger lowers by land or sea ? They ring the tune of Enderby !
c For evil news from Mablethorpe,
Of pyrate galleys warping down ; For shippes ashore beyond the scorpe,
They have not spared to wake the tovrae: But while the west bin red to see, And storms be none, and pyrates flee, Why ring " The Brides of Enderby " ?'
I looked without, and lo ! my sonne
Came riding downe with might and main:
He raised a shout as he drew on, %Till all the welkin rang again,
'Elizabeth! Elizabeth!'
(A sweeter woman ne'er drew breath
Than my sonne's wife, Elizabeth.)
< The olde sea wall (he cried) is downa,
*   The rising tide comes on apace, And boats adrift in yonder towne
Go sailing uppe the market-place.' He shook as one that looks on death :
* God save you, mother !' straight he saith ;
* "Where is my wife, Elizabeth ?;
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